Part VI


The ground shook at the feet of the running GMs. The hover tank led the way back to the base, cutting through brush and dodging trees. Molly pressed forward in her driver’s seat, her foot firmly planted on the gas. It had taken her a while, but she had finally gotten a hold of driving the hovercraft.



Chad looked at his radar, “Looks like they’re still headin’ for Cherry Hill. And it looks like three of them. Any confirmation on that, Baker?” 


Molly pressed a hand to her headphones. Her toned ears tuned in to the sounds of the suits, “Yes, you’re right, three Serpents. And, I hear something else. It sounds like wheels. Looks like we’ve got a troop transport.”


“A transport?”


“Yeah, the size and sound suggests a troop transport, commander.”


“Hm,” Chad made an “oh well,” face and shrugged.


Mel spoke after a bit of silence, once the three were close to Cherry Hill, “Chad?”


“Yeah.” Chad returned.


“You think they know already?”


“Well, we’ve destroyed about three teams in this area, so they probably think somethin’s up.”


“True,” Mel answered, “So, what should we do?”


“The usual, pal.”


“And…that would be?”


“Simple. Rush in and shoot at somethin’.”


Mel shrugged to himself, “Alright, I guess.”  


The jungles began to clear a little as they came onto the dirt road that lead to Cherry Hill, and the canyon on space between the lush forest twisted and wound through the mountains and hills. Once they made it to the outpost, about fifteen minutes later, the other team, the Serpent team, was only half a mile from the outpost. Then, as peculiar as it started, it ended. 


“Sir,” Molly spoke to them.


“Yeah, Molly, I see it. I don’t know what’s up.”


As the bright green dot on the radar screen, which represented the Serpents, neared Cherry Hill, they slowed a bit, then turned north, or, according to the screen, to the left, away from the outpost. Oddly enough, the team seemed to be heading for a small clearing in the forest, about five miles down the road, north of the 8th Team base. 


It was apparent that the route was taken in order to follow the road, but it was still a scare. It was close, too close for comfort, and a it sent a chill of adrenalin through their veins. 


Then Mel’s fast mind clicked into action. His brain figured it out almost at the same time as Chad did. Mel did it simply out of wit, while Chad decided by mere experience. It was apparent that the suits were not there for the outpost. That was good, it told the team that China didn’t know of their presence. But the two best friends realized that Zaku or Serpent teams didn’t show up in this place many times at all. 


They wanted something; they were probably searching for something. Chad ordered the two others with him to follow the invading team. 


Mel ran his hand along his short, brown hair. He didn’t like what was going on. He let Chad know about it, but was only ordered to keep on it. Mel had never liked the idea of following a team, without the intent of killing them. He wasn’t very good at covert operations, nor was Chad, but the young commander had committed to the mission and there would be no stopping him. 


As the giant vehicles raced to the road, Molly gasped when she studied her paper map of the area.


“Chad! Uh, I mean, Sir! They’re heading for a town, a small village of people. They are heading straight for it!”


Chad’s mouth contorted and blew out a concerned sigh, “Ok, does it have any military or strategic value?”


“I’m not sure, Sir. I’ll check.” 


Mel’s voice came through the intercom, “Chad, I don’t like this at all.”


“What’s wrong?”


“Are we really gonna follow these guys into a town?”


“We’ve got no choice, pal. It’s our duty. Plus, this is captured territory, therefore, as far as I’m concerned, this is US territory, and it is our sworn duty to protect it. But, I think we should do our best to stay out of sight, we don’t need a battle with civilians around. St. Louis and New York were disasters because of the same problem.”


“Disaster? But we won St. Louis, didn’t we?”


“Yes, but at what cost, Mel?”


That was Chad: he was always concerned for others. The closer they were, the more ferociously protective he was. Even with people he didn’t know, innocent civilians would not become casualties of war if he could help it.         

“I get it,” Mel began, “So you rated that a disaster because of the civilian casualties?”


“Yes,” was all Chad said.


There was a daunting silence after that. The team moved for what seemed forever before they came within a mile of the town. Molly kept a sharp eye on the radar screen as the dots continued to move tediously toward the town. 


Then, as the Serpents got into the village, Molly finally noticed that their representative dot had stopped. It was there, silent, and seeming not to move. Molly studied it carefully and watched it attentively, finally realizing she ought to contact her commander. 


“Sir?” she came through. She waited a while in the complete silence before she heard his voice.


“Yes, Molly, I know.” Chad’s voice came in, “Ok, halt, team. We’ll wait here a while.” 


The static in the radio was all that could be heard until Mel came in excitedly, “They’re movin’ again!”


Chad’s head snapped to his screen. They were moving again, and on the same path they had been on. Chad guessed that that direction was where the road led. He sighed in relief, then spoke once again, “Ok, lets go check the town out.” 


“Yes sir,” both responded. 


Chad’s breath was quiet, but harsh. He had to fight to keep his lungs from pumping wildly. He couldn’t help but wonder what that Serpent team had done. Were they dropping off troops with the transport? Maybe they were planting mines, or were they simply out scouting? 


“We’re coming up on it sir, it’s just that last row of trees.” Molly told her commander.


“Uh, Molly,” Mel’s eye brows gave a sarcastic look to the com unit in his cockpit, “What last row? This is a jungle, there are no rows.”


Molly rolled her eyes, “Ok, Mel, its 100 yards ahead. Satisfied?”


“Plenty,” Mel smirked, “Now simmer down.”


“Quiet you two!” Chad’s scolding voice boomed in the radio, “They may have left troops behind, so we need to halt within the GM’s jumping distance.”


“Alright,” Mel returned, “So, we gonna jump up and land in the little ‘burbs and surprise the little buggers?”


“Uh, yeah, somethin’ like that,” Chad said, making a weird face at Mel’s guess.


They were told to count down in unison and then jump at “0”. The two mobile suits crouched down, as their rocket boosters widened and heated up, the insides turning bright red. The reactor levels went up a notch or two, then hit jumping power. They counted down and hit zero.


Mel and Chad yelled out a war cry they had made up as they pushed forward on the controls with all their might, the boosters bursting into a fury of power, launching the GM’s straight up and over the trees. They came down fast, lifting the pilots out of their seats, pressing them to the seat belts. 


Mel loved the feeling and gave a hoot and a holler at the sensation of weightlessness. But, as he looked down over the town, arming his rifle, he noticed the same thing as Chad, at the very same time.


“What…what the…heck?” he said quietly.


Chad looked down on the village, “Holy…”


Mel, paying attention to the village, and not to his balancing beams to the GM, landed awkwardly and his suit fell forward, its pilot yelling with the fall, and hit the ground hard.


It slid twenty or thirty yards and ran over a small shed. Mel, his eyes closed and teeth clinched, lifted his head up, getting his GM into a standing position almost immediately. 


Chad looked over the sight, “Good Lord…”


In front of them, scattered without pattern along the burnt ground, was what was left of the village. People, all dead, freshly bleeding from bullet wounds, lay all over the ground. It was horrific. Chad’s worst fear of the town had come true to haunt them all. He shook his head and looked to his left, at Mel’s GM, then looked down as Molly pulled to the side of them in the hover tank. 


“Molly, Mel,” he sighed angrily, “C’mon, lets clean this place up.”


Molly felt the throat of yet another victim of the recent slaughter. She looked to Mel and Chad, nodding her head to affirm the patient’s death. The two men sighed sorrowfully, and picked up the young woman to be buried, along with one hundred others. It was tiring work, but no one complained. It needed to be done, yes, but compassion, more than anything, drove them on to bury the dead. 


They had buried about half of the congregation, and it was nearly dark now. The worst part was that the group had discovered that it was not a village of just Chinese, but it had the bodies of British, American, and Japanese refugees. They were mostly American women and children who had escaped the prison camps of China. They had been captured when America was invaded.

  When Mel and Chad came back for the next person, Claw, who’d arrived about three hours earlier, came out of a hut, shaking his head to tell them there were no survivors. 


Claw, who hardly ever spoke, walked to Molly and looked at her as she checked another person, a teenaged American boy. 


“This,” he said in a very low, smooth voice, “Is awful. Who would do something like this?”


Mel came beside him, “Stalin did it, Hitler did it, now Sieng Kim is doin’ it.” 


Claw looked down, “My family was lost in the St. Louis battle. I always thought that the losses couldn’t get greater. But all my brothers and sisters were soldiers in the war. These people had nothing to do with the war!”


“It was probably because the villagers took in the POW’s,” Chad analyzed, “Stalin thought the same of people who befriended German and Italian prisoners in World War Two. He even killed his own people simply out of fear. This could very well be the case of Kim.”


After the boy was buried, and the tree men paid respects, they returned to find Molly rushing to something. They wondered if she had found a live person and began to walk to her quickly.


“Chad!! Chad, c’mere!!” she yelled. 


The commander ran to her, wondering what the cause of her outburst was. He leaned over and rested a hand on her shoulder.


“Look, Chad,” she said, her voice and eyes full of tears,


Chad looked at the body below him. The woman was dead, several bullets in her chest and stomach, her face pale and frozen in a screaming position. Then he looked at her right side. His mouth gaped open when he saw it. A sad smile crept his mouth. In the woman’s right arm was an infant, not even two months old. But it was different from any other person they had found; the child was breathing. 


Molly picked up the baby, which stirred and awoke in her arms. She squirmed and opened her big eyes, revealing them to be a beautiful, bright blue. The baby yawned, but then began to cry. Molly cradled the infant closely with plenty of affection. 


“Poor kid,” Chad began, “His mother was killed!”


Molly cleared her throat, looking at him sternly. She lifted up the baby to him and he lowered his head a bit.


“Oops, ok, her mother was killed,” he corrected himself.


Molly continued to looked Chad, still silent, and her eyes became pleading and sympathetic. 


“Oh no,” Chad began, “Molly, we can’t keep a baby, we’re at war. Besides, how would we feed her?”


“Chad, how else will she live?? The poor thing can’t live on her own!”


“Granted. But how will we feed her?”


“We can…” Molly’s hopes began to fall, “I don’t know. But we can find a way, I’ll find a way! Please, sir, please let me keep her, and…and care for her, nourish her!”


Chad shook his head, and thought for a moment. She was right, how else could the child live? Though it may be tough to take in the baby, leaving the child behind would be even tougher, and it would make Chad a hypocrite. Besides, if he had left the the baby, it would reflect on the conduct of America. Chad decided it was his duty, as an American, to help this infant live.

It was decided then and there that the baby would be “adopted” by Molly. They tried to name her, but had no luck until Chad spoke up.


“Heidi,” he suggested.


“Heidi?” they all asked at once.


“Yeah. We found her in a time of war, on a battlefield. Heidi is a Norse word. It means ‘Battle Maiden’.” 


Molly chuckled a little at the new information. Heidi. She pondered on the name. It was cute, but pretty and elegant at the same time. 


“Heidi it is,” Molly said, cuddling up with the child as she sat on her cot in the outpost’s main building. 


That night a life was saved. Her name was Heidi Baker, and Molly determined to take care of the child and act as her mother. All three men vowed, in military fashion, to protect the baby to the best of their abilities, and Chad dubbed her an official member of the 8th Marine Corps Mobile Suit Division.

